Seas of wit and arts, you can, then dare
Drown the sins of this place; for, for me.
Which am but a scant brook, it enough shall be
To wash the stains away; although I yet
(With Maccabee* modesty) the known merit
Of my work lessen, yet some wise men shall,
I hope, esteem my writs canonical.

Five

Thou shall not laugh, in this leaf, Muse! nor they

Whom any pity warms.  He which did lay

Rules to make courtiers, he being understood

May make good courtiers, but who courtiers good ?

Frees from the sting of jests all who in extreme

Arc wretched or wicked; of these two a theme

Charity and Liberty give me. What is he

Who officer's rage and suiters* misery

Can write in jest ? If all things be in all,

As I think, since all which were, are and shall

Be, be made of the same elements,

Each thing, each thing implies or represents;

Then man is a world, in which officers

Are the vast ravishing seas, and'suiters
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